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Marie to Kazia, March 2nd, 1897:
Dear Kazia, I am very late with my birthday letter, but I
have been very unwell all these last weeks, and that deprived
me of the energy and freedom of mind for writing.
I am going to have a child, and this hope has a cruel way of
showing itself. For more than two months I have had continual
dizziness, all day long from morning to night. I tire myself out
and get steadily weaker, and although I do not look ill, I feel
unable to work and am in a very bad state of spirits.
My condition irks me particularly because my mother-in-law
is now seriously ill.
Marie to Joseph Sklodovski, March $ist91897:
Nothing new here. I am ill all the time, although I look well
instead of showing it. My husband's mother is still ill, and as it
is an incurable disease (cancer of the breast) we are very
depressed. I am afraid, above all, that the disease will reach its
end at the same time as my pregnancy. If this should happen
my poor Pierre will have some very hard weeks to go through.. *
In July 1897 Pierre and Marie, who had hardly been apart
for an hour during the preceding two years, were separated for
the first time. Professor Sklodovski came to pass the summer in
France and settled with his daughter at the little Hotel of the
Grey Rocks at Port Blanc; he watched over her until Pierre,
who was detained in Paris, could come and join them*
Pierre to Marie, July 1897:
My little girl, so dear, so sweet, whom I love so much, I had
your letter to-day and was very happy. . . . Nothing new here,
except that I miss you very much: my soul flew away with
you. , . .
These lines were traced with great industry, in Polish, the
barbarian language in which the physicist had wanted to know
all the tenderest words. Also in Polish, and in short little
sentences that a novice could understand, Marie answered: